The Dust Rats

For those of you who don't know who or what the Dust Rats are, let us enlighten you. The Dust Rats are a new
playable faction for Gorkamorka that will be released as part of Ere Be Stuff, an expansion pack we at The
Unnamed Gorkamorka Site are working on.

This is a complete document, or should be, so if you find something obvious that is missing head over to The
Waaagh's Dust Rat topic and let us know: http://linkpot.net/opal/

However, whilst it is complete, it's not finished. This is an open beta test, which means that these rules are not
finalised and some things may be changed before the final release. That said we encourage you to try out the
rules and give us feedback as that is what this is for. We can test them in-house but we're only a small group
of people and we simply don’t have enough time to try out every permutation. So, please, try out the rules and
tell us which bits are broken or unbalanced!

If you're interested in photos of our Dust Rat mobs, take a look at the posts tagged “Dust Rats” over at tUGS:
http://linkpot.net/abducting/

Finally, we apologise about the quality of the layout work in this document, it was done in Microsoft Word
2007, rather than our usual desktop publishing program Scribus. This made tables easier, but everything else
much harder, and the finished version will be done in Scribus.



http://linkpot.net/opal/
http://linkpot.net/abducting/

1. Landfall

Far out on the Eastern Fringe, on the edge of Imperial
Space lies the Ultima Segmentum, the edges of which
are home to numerous planets, one of which housed a
small mining colony. This facility was Dolumar IV, the
furthest reach of the Imperium, truly the back of
beyond. This isn't to say there weren't other planets
nearby; they were simply silent and dead, a fact
discovered by the Imperial Navy when scanning and
mapping the outer regions. One dead world in
particular stood out, XCV-103.EI2.75M.Bor, an arid
crumbling rock more commonly known as Angelis.

Scans by the Firmament Reproached found curious
energy readings and structures of unknown origin on
the planet's surface, defying explanation. Upon sensor
recalibration, even  more  structures  deeper
underground raised more questions. How could a world
so bereft of life be producing such unusual data?

A force was drafted and dispatched to assist an
investigation, while also under orders to secure the
planet if the research was deemed of ‘use’ to the
Imperium. The brave young men and women were
mostly conscripts with little training and like so many
others in the Imperial Guard, entirely expendable. Their
leaders were officers who had been unfortunate enough
to irritate their superiors, such missions being ideal
disposal grounds for those deemed to have become
cocky and overconfident.

Once basic scans were completed by their vessel,
the Eternal Vigilance, it became clear that significantly
more specialised skills were required to thoroughly
assess the situation. For such tasks the Imperium
maintains the Adeptus Paleologos, a sprawling
organisation deployed across a thousand planets to
decipher information from the remnants of previous
ages of civilisation.

With the archeo-team in transit, arriving some four
months later, the 534th Infantry Regiment (AKA “The
Desert Riders”) made landfall and established Base
Station Angelis. Located in a natural valley it was
nestled deep in the planet’'s mountainous terrain, a truly
fortified position. Attack was not expected but given the
unknown nature of the structures even this preparation

was more than justified. Archeo-Team XLII (AKA “Fools
Gold") made landfall in 431344.M35, expecting Angelis
to be their home for the indefinite future, an expectation
which would turn out to be all too apt.

Adeptus Prefectus Primus Magellan began work within
days of arrival, dispatching a large number of different
teams to gather data on the pyramidal structures. The
strange geometry of the site fascinated him, but
despite his perseverance he was unable to determine
their contents. Thus began many months of excavation
work, in an attempt to find the root of the energy
spikes and discover what lay beneath these vast alien
pyramids.

On the final day of normality a breakthrough was made
— a Necrontyr sarcophagus was uncovered, the fact of
which was to be immediately reported to Terra. That
was the intention, but attempts to reach Dolumar IV
met with silence, then static. Unbeknownst to Magellan,
cataclysmic warp storms had begun, signalling the end
of life as it had been known to the inhabitants of Base
Station Angelis.

These storms brought with them the Ork hulk,
screaming through the atmosphere and dragging
the Eternal Vigilance down with it. It would be over six
millennia before any Imperial Vessel could reach the
planet.

2. Lockdown

Within the command centre of Base Station Angelis the
first sign that something was amiss came when the
communications line spewed garbled static nonsense
from the Eternal Vigilance. The comms officer on duty,
Lieutenant Fielding, had sent a junior engineer outside
to check the relays before the full magnitude of the
problem hit him. Whilst there was silence from the
heavens, sub-orbital sensors were going supernova.
Saying a silent prayer to the Emperor, Fielding notified
command.

The commander was faced with one of the hardest
decisions of his career — attempt a rescue of the paleo-
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team with failing communications, a half trained platoon
and the wrong equipment for the operation or institute
a total lockdown, and watch the planet burn as the
static turned to screams. Perhaps out of personal
attachment to his own skin he ordered Protocol 8 to be
initiated. As everyone headed to ground the Hulk broke
the upper atmosphere, charring the sky a choking,
toxic black. A bright blue fireball marked the heavens
as a massive piece of the Eternal Vigilance tore a hole
in the sky as it made its way earthward, leaving other
pieces hanging limply in the sky. With the occupants
safely inside, the deadbolts engaged, and the base was
sealed.

Even in this secured state large sections of the base
were reduced to wreckage as the force of the impact
hit. Mountains shifted and buckled under the blast,
penning the base in, although this was the least of the
534th’s problems. The Hulk brought with it millions of
tons of chemical waste, much of it extremely
radioactive, hurling it into the atmosphere and blighting
the surface and sky alike. A planet that had been an
arid wasteland had somehow become even more
hostile.

It was expected that the dust would settle and thus the
lockdown lifted quickly, but as the sensors slowly came
back online it became clear that this would not be the
case. Portions of the base had endured the cataclysm
more or less intact but in other areas there was
extensive  damage, most critically in the
communications centre, almost swallowed up the
quaking terrain. The huge antenna array had been
wrenched free of its supports and crushed the rest of
the section, exposing it to the full horror of the planet’s
elements. Isolated and lacking the facilities to rebuild or
repair their uplink, the 534th were truly alone.

Having assessed the worst of the damage, attentions
were turned to the situation outside. At first the
readings seemed unbelievable; the surface was so
contaminated that it would be generations before the
outside would be habitable. High Command was

incredulous, unwilling to accept the state of affairs and
so probes were dispatched to provide definitive data.

The return of the probes was awaited with bated breath
and once they were safely inside engineers pored over
them. As it turned out, this was the last mistake they
would make; the toxicity of the outside was such that
the exterior of the probes were more radioactive than
anyone could've thought, slowly killing all that came into
contact with them over a period of several days.

Faced with such a bleak situation, command did what it
could, maintaining discipline and routine to prevent a
breakdown in morale. As the weeks passed into months
it became clear that plans needed to be made for the
long term and so construction work began. Larger
spaces were excavated in the rock below the base; hot
springs were discovered allowing farming and
geothermal power. Isolated sections of the base
rejoined the rest of it and brief respite was found from
the despair. Months became years and years became
decades and a new generation was born with a society
growing around the base’s different communities
according to their individual specialty.

3. One Small Step

In time the readings showed that it might be safe for
brief scouting of the outside. Those who ventured forth
had been born on the base, as had their parents, with
no concept of “outside”, beyond the words of the few
remaining elders. The five who stepped out did so in
heavy protective suits, half-blind by the bright daylight,
with excitement and fear in their hearts. Only a few
minutes passed before they returned and their clothing
was destroyed immediately, but their survival created
incredible hope for the future.

The excitement was somewhat shortlived as
excursions remained short as the risks were not
unsubstantial, but over time the lockdown began to be
lifted. With this new facility it became possible to finally
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examine and attempt repairs on the exterior damage
the crash had created, with the exception of the
comms centre. The entire section and the equipment
that had been there was destroyed, decayed, or
irradiated. Salvage and research were now the only
options.

Inevitably the track that had once been the only
entrance and exit to the base became a priority and
clearing it in full protective gear was a painfully slow
task. However, after over a year of hard labour a path
was cut through the rock and wreckage, just wide
enough for a man. Stepping through and surveying the
landscape made it evident that the crash had left a
lasting impression on the surface of Angelis. Where
there had been hills there were now valleys, sitting
between new peaks. The Base had full mapping data
for a thousand miles surrounding their valley, but very
little of it was still accurate. Without bearings in a
barren wasteland, expeditions were necessarily risky to
find their way out from the maze of identical canyons.
The hope was that perhaps part of the Eternal
Vigilance had survived with intact or salvageable
communications equipment, but finding it would be
challenging to say the least.

Reconnaissance teams were assembled, equipped with
mapping devices and hazard suits, they were sent out
into the desert to bring back vital data. It was during
one of these mapping missions that the world changed
for the 534th. On an open plateau a relative distance
from the base, one team encountered survivors and
they were unfortunately just the first. These poor souls
were the descendants of those who had lived through
the fall of the Eternal Vigilance, but at a great cost.
Their features were twisted, their bodies abominable
affronts to the purity the Emperor demanded. Thinking
it an act of mercy the team fired on the creatures as
they slunk back to the shadows in fear. This would be
the first and only outside contact for decades, but a
rifle became part of the standard mission pack for
anyone venturing outside. If those things had survived,
then there could well be far worse monstrosities out
there.

Mapping efforts proceeded but the distance became
increasingly problematic. No sooner had a field team
reached its designated region before needing to begin
the arduous journey back. There was considerable
deliberation before it was decided that an outpost
would be required. The engineering and logistics corps
were tasked with making it a reality, a job they were
more than capable of, given time. Large concrete
sections were created and dragged by groups of men
under the planet’s two blazing suns for miles at a time,
before being assembled onsite. Construction took the
best part of a year, but upon completion the new
outpost was able to provide safe shelter, provisions,
and where required, protective suit repairs.

Life continued without event for several months until
one slow afternoon when all hell broke loose. The
sound of alarms and weapons firing could be heard
from miles around the outpost. All who defended their
base in the siege were loyal to The Emperor, but all
were cut down. To their credit the defenders at the
outpost did kill a few of the attackers, but ultimately
they were not the victors. A returning recon group
discovered the grisly scene and managed to extract a
few last words from one of their dying comrades -
“greenskins”.

4. Silent Cartogrgphers

With no other experience to go on the men turned to
their archives which held accounts of any number of
Xenos races their forefathers had encountered. What
they learnt of the Orks chilled them to their bones -
these creatures were out there. Just one greenskin
would mean a swarm of them, and they were aware of
at least a dozen. Work needed to continue but firm
discipline was required to maintain order. Resources
were diverted to producing weaponry to deal with
potential threats, as much of the old weaponry had
been in the exposed section of the base for a
considerable length of time. Over the following decades
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there were encounters with the Orks but in the majority
of cases they were easy to evade, their defining quality
being their lack of subtlety.

Nearly 15 cycles had passed before it was deemed
safe outside to begin using vehicles on a regular basis.
Up until now, foot patrols had always been used for
fear of turning their entire vehicle stock into giant
radioactive batteries that would slowly poison everyone
on the base. Indeed a marked drop in radiation
inconsistent with the decay of normal isotopes had
been observed in the years since they had begun
sending probes and men out to test the levels. No one
however was deeply concerned about something that
made their lives that much easier. Finally retiring the
base's stock of hazard suits was a momentous
occasion and mapping efforts were redoubled with the
speed and evasive ability now afforded to the units;
wider areas were mapped in a single day than would
have been in a month on foot.

With a handle on the surrounding area and with clear
orders to avoid the massive Ork encampment that had
sprung up during their selfimposed quarantine, the
Dust Rats turned inwards again, looking at the
shattered remains of their comms equipment. While the
archives had data on many important pieces of
information to their survival the specifications required
for a communications tower capable of reaching the
Imperium without the need for an orbiting ship to relay
the communications were steep indeed. The pitiful base
transmitter they had cobbled together would need to be
more than a thousand times more powerful to even
hope of contacting a ship nearing the sector. Not to be
defeated however, the commanders set the engineers
and scientists to their task. Working from incomplete
archives and rediscovering first principles, they began
their efforts to determine exactly what was needed for
a transmitter that would be able to signal their
desperate need for assistance. The conclusion was
simple: They needed to salvage as many of the parts
scattered across the desert as they could. With the
greenskins already building some kind of monolith out
of junk in the centre of their town, the commanders of

the bases issued the order to prepare for war. If the
broken remains of the crashed ship were their only
hope, then they would fight with every breath in their
bodies until it was theirs.

Building up the settlement and acquiring a steady
stream of materials became paramount, which began
with the authorisation to deploy the SSV class vehicles,
relics left behind from their ancestors wish to dig into
the earth. Instead, they would become instruments that
would take them to stars once again and free them
from this terrible, arid wasteland. At the same time, the
salvage operation was divided up across the base. The
weapons sheds that would become the armoury took a
percentage to make new ammunition and weaponry to
replace those lost in raids or damaged through neglect.
The engineers began to melt down the metal, forging it
into the struts and tower supports that would be
needed for their new communications tower. The
Science Corps, the descendants of the Paleo-team who
hadn't been sealed into the pyramids during the
cataclysm, began to sift for the smaller electronic parts
that were often discarded by the greenskins for having
no immediately discernable purpose, hacking together
crude transmitters and experimenting with signal
amplification. Anything spare went to fortifications,
building up not only the main base, but also the
outposts that saw the most frequent assault by the
greenskins.

5. Hot Zone

At the present time, the Dust Rats have stripped most
of the desert near to their base of anything useful. As
more and more salvage missions return empty handed,
command has been forced to reconsider their position
on avoidance when it comes to the greenskins and the
mutants. Over the mountains and past the Ork
settlement sits the crash site of the Orks’ ship. While
they worry that the greenskins cannibalization of the
ship may have resulted in the salvage being unusable
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for their purposes, the situation has reached a breaking
point. To give up now would be to fly in the face of all
their efforts over centuries. Their ancestors and their
Emperor would look upon them with disgust for their
failure.

New orders have once again been handed out. Units
are now authorized to enter the hot zone around the
crashed spaceship carcass and begin salvage as
quickly and effectively as possible. Recon squads of
bike mounted soldiers sweep across the scar on the
surface, noting the position of promising pieces of
equipment and then returning to give the locations to
the recovery units. The most recent reports suggest
that parts of the Eternal Vigilance have finally been
discovered, fiercely guarded by their mutated brethren.
A full assault would be suicide, but in time any problem
can be overcome.

This is where the future is made, with young men and
women standing ready to go out into the Dust and beat
the greenskins back to claim the tools they need to
survive.

Enlisting for service

Creating a Dust Rat mob (or “unit’) isn’t hard but
there are a few rules that must be adhered to.
Firstly, there must be at least three warriors in the
unit, although that may include the leader.
Secondly, no more than a third of the unit may
consist of Planks. Thirdly, they must have enough
vehicles to transport them all — this doesn't mean
they have to have specific vehicles, just as long as
they can all get around. Lastly, Dust Rat mobs
have 100 teef to spend initially, just like all the
other mob types.

There are four kinds of Dust Rat warriors available
for hire: Commanding Officers, Veterans, Grunts,
and Planks. In terms of transport there are three
vehicle types: Bikes, Light Recon Vehicles (LRVSs),
Support and Salvage Vehicles (SSVs).

Commanding Officer

All Dust Rat units must be lead by a Commanding
Officer (“CO"). With a firm knowledge of command
through a strict education in leadership and
tactics, Commanding Officers have a lot to live up
to. A Dust Rat mob can only have one
Commanding Officer.

Veterans

Veterans are seasoned fighters who are not drawn
to command, instead preferring to specialise in
their field and leave the decisions to the Sergeant.
Veterans are invaluable for providing support for
the unit although their methods and armament
varies. A mob can have a maximum of one
Veteran.

Grunts

Grunts are ordinary Dust Rat warriors, either in
their final year of mandatory service, or having




dependable and usually form the core of any Dust
Rat unit.

Planks

At the age of eighteen all able-bodied Dust Rats
are required to enter military service for three
years. They may choose (up to a point) which unit
they are to join, drawing adventurous spirits to the
more active and aggressive units. Whilst they lack
experience and grit, they are eager to prove
themselves and earn the respect of the unit. No
more than a third of a Dust Rats mob can be made
up of Planks.

Bikes

Dust Rat bikes differ from Ork and Digga bikes in
that they have two wheels rather than a wheel and
a track. Most are fitted out to handle very rough
terrain at high speed but they are considerably
more fragile than anything the greenskins put
together.

Light Recce Vehicles

LRVs, or "Recces", are weakly armoured wheeled
vehicles used primarily for their manoeuvrability.
Usually able to carry four to six Dust Rat warriors,
these small trucks are excellent for quickly
recovering scrap from the desert due to their light
weight; unfortunately this does mean they are
highly vulnerable to both enemy fire and ramming.

Support and Salvage Vehicles

SSVs are large wheeled or tracked vehicles used
by Dust Rats to carry the majority of the scrap
they find, provide transport, and lend supporting
fire should it be required. Whilst better armoured
than the Light Recce Vehicles, they are not built for
speed. If possible Dust Rat units start off with an
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